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HI, COWBOY.' X 

DO YOU KNOW J\ 

WHO THIS <> 

YOUNG LADY Y 

k IS AND WHEREV 

LSHE BELONGS? 



GREAT DAY.' IT'S 
SUE LORISTON,' IS 

1 SHE HURT BAD? 

WHAT HAPPENED 5» 
WHERE'D YOU FIND 

>> HER ? HOW 




An hour later, roy turns 
n at sue loriston's tiny ranch, 




. DID YOU SAY, THE "" 

"LOST GALLEON, " SUE 

WHAT'S THAT ? 



X— -^ | 

IT'S A LEGEND 
THAT THE OLD TIMERS 
AROUND HERE TELL. 



SIXTY YEARS AGO, A CRAZY 
PROSPECTOR NAMED POWELL 
STRUCK IT RICH. WHILE HIS 
MONEY LASTED, HE DID SOME 
.QUEER THINGS AND ONE OF 

THEM WAS BUILDING A 

HOUSE IN THE DESERT, 

IN THE SHAPE OF 

AN OLD SPANISH 

GALLEON A 

TREASURE SHIP.' 




That night roy starts with harry for 

the ferguson spread, at the young cowboys 

earnest invitation . 




SOMETIMES, ROY, I THINK >-^. 
THERE'S A JINX ON SUE'S 
■PLACE . . .HER DAD WAS KILLED 

BY A HORSE LAST YEAR 

AND SINCE THEN SHE CAN'T / 
KEEP ANY 





WAIT, HARRY/ WE'VE GOT TO 
KNOCK THAT STACK DOWN, TO 
SAVE THE HOUSE... TIE THE END 

OF YOUR ROPE TO MINE 
QUICK f 




AND I SUPPOSE YOU SAW \ UH-HUH/ - I DID.' 
THAT BLUE LIGHT COME RIGHT ) A MINUTE LATER 
DOWN ONTO SUE'S J THE FIRE BROKE 

HAYSTACK, BILL? >fc^*^V OUT 




IT STARTS RINGING AND STOPS AWHILE - 
AND IT SOUNDS FROM 
TWO OR THREE 




DYNAMITE IN 
THE WOOD? BUT 

HOW — HOW 
COULD IT BE ? 





YOU KNOW WHAT YOU CAN DO, SUE- - HIRE 

ME.' I'LL WORK FOR REGULAR WAGES _^m 

1 AND GIVE YOU YOUR MONEY'S WORTH . jj^g 




F THAT'S RIDICULOUS, HARRY/" 1 
^_ YOU DON'T -NEED J& 
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EXCUSE ME, SUE LORISTON^ 
RIGHT NOW IT'S WHAT YOU 
NEED THAT COUNTS. . . YOU 
NEED TWO GOOD MEN TO 
GET IN YOUR HAY AND 
MAYBE TO LAY THIS BELL-- 
RINGING GHOST BEFORE IT 
KILLS SOMEBODY. 





NOBODY CAUSED 
THE EARTHQUAKE 

THAT SPOOKED 
SUE'S TEAM... A 
CHIMNEY-SPARK 

COULD HAVE 
FIREOTHE HAY.. 




THE WATERHOLE IS JUST 
AROUND THE BEND... WE 
MAY FIND SOME OF THE 
BUNCH THERE. . 



BUT WHERE THE WATERHOLE WAS, ONLY? 
TRAMPLED MUD MOCKS THE THIRST OF ! 
~ " 4TTLE . 




BUT THE THIRST-CRAZED ANIMALS 
KEEP RETURNING TO THE MUD OF 
THE CHOKED WATERHOLE . 





WHAT'S THAT- 
SHAPED ROCK 
.DEVIL" JUST 


-LIKE A QUEER 
-- WHERE THE "OUST 
PASSED ? _^f 

'( NEVER SAW IT , 
( BEFORE.' LET'S 
V RIDE OVER THERE. 
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' THEY SAY CRAZY SAM POWELL 
SPENT HIS LAST DOLLAR 
BUILDING TmS THING 
HE'S BURIED 




bling-bl Ang! 

BL'NG" Bl -ANGr 



IT'S STILL RINGING- 
OVER BY THAT LOW, 
ROCKY RIDGE.' 




SUE.' WHAT ON EARTH 
SS HAPPENED TO 
THAT GIRL? HI — 




DOWN, HARRY/' LEAVE YOUR 
RIFLE, AND THE OTHER LANTERN 
WE'LL CRAWL SINGLE FILE, AS 
NEAR AS WE CAN TO THAT 
QUICK-SHOOTING GENT. KEEP 
CLOSE ENOUGH TO TOUCH 
MY BOOTS. 

OKAY. . . 





SHE'S ALIVE.' SHE'S 

COMING TO SUE, 

HONEY.' THANK 




HARRY/ SUE/ HERE S THE LOST GALLEONS 

MOTHER LODE ROTTEN RICH WITH 

GOLD.' I RECKON THE EARTHQUAKE 
EXPOSED IT. 




THAT WAS THE REASON FOR 
POOR OLD BILL HANKINS 1 SPOOK 
GAME. HE WANTED THE 
LORISTONS OUT, HOPING THAT 
HE COULO BUY THE RANCH 
AND THE MINE... SO HE FIRED 
THE HAY, AND BLEW UP THE 
STOVE, AND KIDNAPED SUE. . . 




...AND HE WOUND UP BY 
MAKING YOU RICH ENOUGH TO ( 
BUY OUT THE WHOLE C 
FERGUSON FAMILY/ BUT I'M ( 
ASKING YOU TO MARRY ME /* 
^ INSTEAD; SUE .. . J*^gL, 


AND THIS IS 
MY CHANCE TO 
RIDE.I RECKON... 
ADIOS.AMIGOS/ 


~~~\ir FOR THE "* — *~^S 
—J'/ HUNDREDTH TIME/ > 

^^EM BUT THIS Jf 

^BfV\\ TIME YOU WIN, S"T I 

.Jf/,, v^ cowboy/ j\ s 
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GREAT LAWMEN 
OF THE OLD WEST 



JOHNNT OWENS - 
POISON TO OUTLAWS 




Seventeen loaded -wagons creaked 
forward in a trailing cloud of dust. 
Above the complaint of dry axles and 
straining leather rose the shrill voices 
of Indian squaws, the crack of their 
whips os they drove, the yelping of 
mongrel dogs. Some of the dust rose 
from the wagons — most of it from the 
bunch of 140 stolen horses and their 
Cheyenne captors. 

It was a big war party, returning 
with a rich loot to their reservation at 
Pine Ridge, Wyoming. 

A sheepherder named Rogers heard 
the noise. Badly frightened, he watch- 
ed the savages approach. What they 
would do to his flock of woollies, he 
could only guess*. 

Two bucks, with their rifles ready for 
business, left the main party and 
galloped toward him. Expecting to be 
shot and scalped, he was pleasantly re- 
lieved to hear them ask for his tobacco. 
The bucks were in good humor. They 
ignored his sheep. 

Without warning a shot rang out. 
The two Indians wheeled their ponies 
and rode back to the main bunch. Red 
warriors were yelling as they fired 
from galloping mounts. Though the 
dust hid much of thefight, Rogers knew 
that a sheriff's posse had overhauled 



the raiclers. Not wishing to be a target, 
he ducked into the sagebrush. 

The battle stopped. Raising his head, 
Rogers saw a group of mounted warriors 
facing the white men. The sheriff was 
calling on. them to give up and save 
their lives. 

Eagle Feather, sometimes called 
"Charley Smith," headed the raiders. 
With him were High Dog, Chief He 
Crow, Charge Wolf, and James White 
Elk. Like the less known warriors who 
backed them, these leaders were in an 
ugly mood. Up to this point the skir- 
mishing had been mostly noise — but 
they were not likely to give up their 
loot without some killing. 

For the third time the sheriff de- 
manded their guns. The red raiders 
glared. Leaning quickly from his 
horse's back, Eagle Feather snatched 
up a fistful of dust. He straightened— 
and tossed it high. It was a signal! 

A volley of rifle fire answered. The 
white posse replied. For a short time 
the vicious bellowing of guns blanked 
out all other sounds. 

The sheriff and his deputy were dy- 
ing. But eleven rifles were still pouring 
-leaden law into the red war party. And 
deadliest of them all was the weapon 
of Marshal Johnny Owens.. 



The Indians finally broke and fled. 
Behind them they left their dead — and 
their dauntless chief, Eagle Feather. 
With a bullet hole through both legs, 
the savage leader might still have rid- 
den away. He chose to die fighting, 
covering his warriors' retreat. 

Johnny Owens stood up, in the dust 
and smoke. The job was done. Beside 
one of the wagons he saw a squaw ly- 
ing hurt. Tenderly he bent to help her. 
As he did so, a hand clawed at his 
holstered gun. 

Johnny spun around — to face Eagle 
Feather. The chief was dying, barely 
able to crawl. And he died without add- 
ing another white lawman to his score. 

Owens was marshal of the town of 
Lusk. Gentle as a woman he could be, 
and was whenever circumstances al- 
lowed. Yet so terrible was his reputa- 
tion as a killer of bad men that many 
times his soft-spoken warning was 
enough to make noted outlaws give up 
without a fight. 

Once while he was riding guard on 
a stagecoach, between Chugwater and 
Laramie, the Concord was held up. In- 
side was the Army paymaster with a 
lot of money. Outside was only the 
stage driver and Johnny Owens with a 
rifle across his knees. 

The "road agents' " guns were train- 
ed on both men. A word from their 
leader would have sent bullets tearing 
into Johnny's stomach. But — 



"You'd better ride home, boys," 
came the lawman's calm advice. 

For a moment the outlaws thought 
fast. They knew that a tough man, 
mortally wounded, can sometimes 
empty his gun before he dies. They 
knew that Johnny Owens's bullets 
seldom missed. Slowly they backed 
away. And the stage drove on un- 
molested ! 

The number of men blotted out by 
Owens's deadly marksmanship is not 
on record. During the Civil War he 
served in Quantrell's notorious band of 
guerrilla fighters. He was the peace 
officer of a number of wild and woolly 
towns. One fact appears certain: his 
known killings were alwoys on the side 
of law and order, and he took no pleas- 
ure in them. 

While marshal of Newcastle, he ac- 
counted for a couple of cattle rustlers, 
a hold-up artist named Blizzard and a 
gambler called "Doc" Cornet- His duel, 
with "Doc" witnessed to both his chill- 
ed-steel nerves and his amazing speed 
on the draw. 

For a reason not known, this 
gambler's friendly feeling toward 
Johnny Owens turned into fierce hate. 
He went looking for the marshal. Find- 
ing him in a public house, he drew and 
covered Owens before he spoke. 

"John," he said bitterly, "I'm going 
to kill you, now!" 

Johnny's brown eyes showed no fear. 




His voice, low and courteous asalways, 
tofoke the room's tense silence. 

"Can't we fix this up. Doc?" he said. 

At Cornet's vehement refusal 
Owens's gun.blazeff. It had appeared in 
Ihis hand as if by magic. The bullet 
drilled: "'Doc* between the eyes. The 
gambleHrradtmadethefatal: mistake of 
threatening -angun fighter whose skill 
was (fa Piabovewh is>own. 
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*ANP TOM/AY HAP LBAFNEP 
FROM THE INJUNS MOW TO LIVE- OFF THE- 
COUhITRY.,.Ue WAS STILL AFZAIP THAT OLO 
euZE WELKIN MI6HT CATCH HIM ANP Pf?A6 
HW\ SACK TO WORK. 




TOMMV'e HO?S>£ BW0&3? ZEAK&P UP ANP 
TUSNEt? ASOUNP M Hie 7XVKK9. UK? U£0 

se-bv a erne oe &om£thin&. 




BEFORE TOMMY CDULP LIFT H&.OWN GUN, 
THE- 6BAZ FETCHEP THE MAN A 6>MPE 
WITH \T6 RAW. 



*TCWW& &ULLBT WAh NO MOPE 
THAN A 0EE-STINS TO THAT 
THOUaANP POUNDS OF f?OAI?tN' A 

pestzucvon.^sut white, 

WINP'6 
TEETH 
YVEPE A M 
PIFFEi?ENT^l:\ ■■,'; ?4 

MTTEP,' ^B 




ANO TOMMY FZAYNE KEt . . 

.Z2 BULLETS THAT MADE OLP MlSTEP 

(aPUNT-ANP-GZAPPLE'S HIPE PLUMS 

LEAKY. 



NOTHiNb MUCH HAPPENED. . _ UNTIL ONE OF 
TWEE .22 PILLS WPPEP THE &EA£'S TEN- 

PEPEST bPOT..,HIS NOt>E THAT MAPE 

THE SPIZZLY BIT UP ANP TAKE NOTICE,- 




— OF TOMMY! IT WAS LIKE TZYING TO STOP 
A STEAM EN6INB, BUT TOMMY FPAYNE 
STOOP ANP SHOT LIKE A SOLPIEP...IT 
WASN'T ANY USE- TO RUN. 





THEN HE REMEMWPED ' ALL*fHE &ULLBTS 
THAT HE ANP THE OTHEP FELLOW HAD 
PUMPEP INTO THAT 016 CAPLASS — NO 
TELLIN6 WHICH ONE HAP FINISHEP HIM. 




"HE PRA06EP THE iVOUNPEP MAN POWN- 
HILL TO A LITTLE BROOK AMON6 THE 
A&PEN TREES... 





AFTER ALL THE NOISE AND EXCITEMENT OF 
THE FtSHT, THE SILENCE WA& K1NP OF 
SCARY...TOMMY COULP HEAR WATER 
RUNNING, FARTHER POWN THE PRAW. 



*■* — ANP POUREP COLD WATER ON 
THE FELLOW'5 HEAP UNTIL THE 
BLEEPING STOPPED, - 




''THE BEAR HUNTER, DENNIS COY, 
COULPN'T FIGURE OUT HOW COME HE 
WAS STILL ALIVE 





% ir me long after dark when they „ 

TO COY'6 LITTLE RANCH HOUSE PENNIS . 

HAPG1YEN TOMMY THE DIRECTIONS REFOREVmASY, PENNlS'G YOUNG WIFE CAME 
HE FA€>$EP OUT AND TOMMY TIED HIM RUNNING WHEN SHE HEARP THE HOZSE$. 

INTO THE SAPPLE. 





IE EVENING, AFTERTPENNliTWAG A&LE 
TO GET AROUNP AGAIN, THEY WERE ALL 
SITTING ON THE PORCH...' TOMMY' GAYS 
PENNIS COY, 'A RANCH LIKE THIS 16 MORE 
THAN ONE MAN GHOULP HANDLE.. IF YOU 
ANP WHITE WIND WOULP LIKE TO GO PART- 
NERS WITH MARY ANP ME, WE COULP 
MAKE TH!NG6_ HUM '' 



TOMMY DIDN'T ANSWER FOR A MINUTE.. _ 
TURNEP ANP WHI6PEREP IN WH'TE WINDS 
EAZ: WHAT DO YOU THINK, PARPNER?' 
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